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a bronze statue it was he who was the soul of the
creation. He placed the price paid for the work
by the prince and the citizens in a basket which
hung from a pulley fixed to one of the rafters of
the studio, and each of his companions untied the
rope and took from the basket what he needed,
Is not the joy of creative intelligence enough, and
does such an advantage exempt the master worker
from sharing the gain with his humble collabo-
rators ? But in my Republic there will be no
gain, no wages, and all will belong to each."

" Papa, that's collectivism," said Pauline quietly.

"The most precious gifts," replied Monsieur
Bergeret, <c are common to all men and have always
been so* Air and light are the common property
of all that breathes and sees the light of day.
After the secular labours of egoism and avarice,
in spite of the violent efforts of individuals to
seize and keep wealth, the individual possessions
enjoyed by the wealthiest amongi us are little when
compared with those that belong without distinc-
tion to mankind in general* And even in our
society do you not notice that the most beautiful
and splendid possessions, such as roads, rivers,
forests, which were once royal, libraries and
museums, belong to all ? Not a single rich man
has a greater claim than I to an old oak-tree at
Fontainebleau or a picture in the Louvre. And